* The End of Narathihapate *
talk, for her attention was occupied by the armed
boats. But Narathihapate was delighted to see his son
and said: 'Yes, it is good to be free from the constric-
tion of the creeks. This open prospect is very delight-
ful/

"I have ventured', went on the Prome-Min, 'to bring
you ready cooked some of your favourite dishes, for I
suppose fresh provisions on the journey were not easy
to obtain. It is just supper time and, perhaps, Your
Majesty will flatter me by sampling a few/

The bowls were laid out, their covers taken off and
an appetising smell filled the cabin. The Prome-Min in-
timated that he proposed to do himself the honour of
serving his father. Selecting a dish from one of the
trays, he offered it, saying: 'I am sure you will like this/

'Very well, let me try it/ said the King. 'Threaded
liver, yes, I like that very much/

He settled himself to eat, when suddenly, just as he
was about to take the first mouthful, he felt a violent
spasm in the stomach. Half rising to his feet, he ex-
claimed: 'What's happened to me? I have a dreadful
pain!' The spasm passing, he sat down again be-
wildered.

The Prome-Min, after a momentary start, looked at
him steadily, but Queen Saw, who had a deep under-
standing of his mind, of the strange faculty he some-
times exhibited, whispered quickly: 'Don't touch the
food; I believe it's poisoned!'

The Prome-Min overheard the whisper. 'You are
right,' he said in level tones. 'I had wished to spare him
the shock, but now you have said it. Yes, the food is
poisoned, but he will have to eat it/
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